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convince us that he always knows the meaning of the terms he uses.
The other trick explained in the first part, cross-biting, is one that
has had vogue in very ancient and in very modern times. A harlot
takes a man home, and the supposed husband bursts in, extorting
money with threats of the law. Not having filled the required
number of pages with instances of these two forms of cheating,
Greene goes on to describe how London colliers take in their
customers by a system of short weight and mfeiior quality.
This initial pamphlet is mainly descriptive. The way the conies
are entrapped is related graphically enough 5 and there are two
stories of card-sharping, two illustrating the coal-vendors' cheats,
and a lame anecdote of a man who had the best of it in a tussle with
cross-biters. But as Greene proceeds he gives freer rein to his talent
for stories. There are nine in the second part, which sets forth the The
method of the black art or lock-picking ; the courbing law, or how second
the hookers steal linen out of windows ; Vincent's law, a bowling &iid
cheat; the prigging law, or horse-stealing ; and so on. The third ??rJ? °^
part is a set of ten stories, exemplifying the modes of deceit that
have been expounded. It opens adroitly with an account of a supper
at which the conversation turned on the villainies that had been
recently laid bare—by Robert Greene. Thus the tales that ensue
fall into a sort of framework, like that of his earlier romantic
stories. One of the best, staged in St Paul's Church, is about a
notable knave that scorned the name of cony-catcher, and for his
mastery of the art would be termed fool-taker. Whilst a female
confederate holds a man of the law in conversation, the fool-taker
comes up behind, and like a frolicsome acquaintance puts his hands
over the gentleman's eyes, asking him to guess who it is. When the
lawyer had guessed wrong several times he takes away his hands,
pretends to have made a mistake, for which he gracefully apologizes,
and walks away. The confederate has, of course, removed the
lawyer's well-lined purse. In another excellent tale a gentleman
from the country, strolling in St Paul's, sporting a gold chain, is
accosted by a pretended acquaintance, who has found out his name
by a stratagem much employed by these gangs. He warns the
countryman of the snares of London, and counsels him to put the
chain in a safer place. The gentleman wraps it in his handkerchief
and hides it in his sleeve. When they are going out, the cony-catcher

